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First I heard the abrupt noise. Bang! I jumped. I heard it 

again. Bang! Bang! Bang! I was in Girona, Spain last year. It 
was San Joan's Day. Some young teenagers were letting off 
crackers further along the cobbled street of the old city. They 
weren’t disaffected youths. No one was taking any notice of 
them. They simply let off a few crackers, laughed and moved on. 

  
Hearing those crackers explode blew the dust off a few 

memories. A moment later, however, I walked into the lazy 
wafting cloud of remnant smoke. The smell of gunpowder 
fumes hit me like a train. Suddenly over forty years of built-up 
memories melted away. I was 8 years old again and it was 
Cracker Night.  

 
I'm crawling under the bed to pull out the shoebox full of 

precious treasure I'd been collecting for weeks. My brothers 
always went for the big crackers- the penny bungers and the 
thr'penny bungers. Dad did the rockets. He didn't trust us. But I 
liked the pretty ones - the Golden Fountain and the sparklers. I 
bought them mostly one at a time from the local newsagent 
along with some tiny Tom Thumbs. I spent hours over the 
choice. Every night I’d spread my treasure out on my pink 
candlewick bedspread with my 8-year-old heart almost bursting 
with anticipation. 

 
 We kids dragged in tree branches from miles away. It was 
probably only a few blocks now that I think about it. We'd build 
the bonfire on a vacant block. This was McKinnon in the fifties. 
There were always vacant blocks in those days. The hard part 
was waiting all day on the 5th of November until it was dark. 
Then things moved quickly. Kids turned up from all over the 



neighbourhood.  Dad lit the bonfire. It would flicker at first. 
Then suddenly up she'd go starting a night of mayhem, anarchy, 
pyromania and magic. 
 
 Kids would poke sticks into the bonfire and burn their 
fingers. They’d be ticked off. No sympathy. ‘Don’t be so stupid’ 
parents chastised. Dad would hammer the Katherine Wheel to a 
paling fence. One would always escape spitting sparks as it spun 
wild and sent kids scurrying in every direction. 
 
 The great excitement one year happened when a Jumping 
Jack, the cracker that jumped around, jumped up mum's skirt. 
All together we had a jumping mum, a Jumping Jack and a 
jumping Dad trying to help, while we kids literally rolled on the 
ground holding our stomachs laughing. 
 
 I remember the skyrockets. Dad stood them in an empty 
milk bottle. You'd hear the strike of the match. Silence. Then the 
‘Whoosh’, the 'Bang' and the sigh as the skyrocket exploded in a 
shower of pretty lights. We'd spend the next day walking around 
the McKinnon streets collecting those pink and green skyrocket 
sticks. The fizzers were the crackers that didn’t explode. We 
collected them too to extract the gunpowder.  
 
 We can't bring the Guy Fawkes celebrations back. This 
tradition was wiped out through legislation over 35 years ago in 
Australia for safety reasons. Curiously, it survives in Britain 
where they manage the celebrations without blowing each other 
up. Spain has its own Cracker Night traditions. In Girona, Dads 
stood on street corners at dusk with plastic bags of loot and lit a 
few crackers with the little kids, especially, nearly wetting 
themselves giggling.  
 
 Every time we try to make our childrens’ lives safer, we 
seem to create a duller world for them. Nothing, I believe, lights 
up young faces like the dancing sparks of fireworks. They put 



magic in the air. Children will never get the same glow from a 
TV screen, but they are safe, I guess. 
 
http://kerrycue.com/ 


